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They came from the outter suburbs 


The studio in Copenhagen had everything an aspiring metal group could want. Recording equipment, competent 
staff and mixers that knew what they were doing (especially when sober) and a decent couch to crash on 
during a bad hangover. What the studio was lacking however, was a working toilet. The wall directly behind the 
building had since become the designated lavatory and it wasn't uncommon for the snow to turn various 


shades of yellow during the day. 


Kirk Hammett pushed his way out through the solid metal back door, his breath instantly curling in front of 
his face as he exhaled into the cold night air. 

He had almost unzipped his fly when he remembered just in time to prop the brick against the door to keep it 
open. It had no handle on the outside and sometimes it could be hours before anyone decided to come to his 
rescue. It wasn't personal it had become more of a game amongst the band ever since Lars had first made 
the mistake of not keeping the door open. Now it seemed like fair punishment to go on ignoring the cries for 
help until someone (usually a sound technician or on one occasion a patrolling police officer relented and let the 


person back inside) 


With the brick securely in place he could turn his focus once again onto emptying his bladder. 


One hand firmly placed against the wall, the other firmly some place else, he was just sober enough to make 


sure none of the splash back ended up on his shoes. He wasn't sure what made him look up but he watched as 
a woman stepped out from the shadows of the car park. Quickly he glanced down again to make sure he was 
finished and rezipped himself before the stranger could catch him with his pants down. She came closer 
passing briefly under the lone street lamp. She was beautiful. Maybe that should have been his warning that a 
gorgeous woman was just lurking the streets alone at midnight. But then again maybe he wasn't as sober as 
he had initially thought. 

"Um. Hi? Are you lost?" 

He asked as she stood before him, smiling cryptically, almost as if she knew him or at least knew of him. She 
was young, maybe 22. Wearing only a black dress that hugged her body. Just looking at her made him feel cold 
in sympathy. 

He glanced around the car park almost as if to check no other women were going to slide out from behind the 
lone Chevy truck and approach him. 

"Can | help you?" 

He asked again when the silence had stretched and still she stood there just smiling that same placid smile. 
"Oh- shit, do you not speak English? Fuck" 

He laughed at his own oversight. He hadn't gotten the hang of Danish since they'd started recording last month. 
It hadn't been necessary most people he met were pretty fluent in English and if not Lars was always on hand 
to step in and translate. 

He was just about to go get the Danish native to do just that when she placed a hand on his upper arm 
preventing him from further action. 

"Please. Can you help? I've crashed and | have no way of getting home" 

She peered into his eyes, her dark lips parting slightly as she lent in closer to him. Despite not having many 
layers on Kirk could feel a warmth radiating off her. 

Before he could respond however they were interrupted. 

"Hammett? What the fuck? Did you slip in your piss?" 

James threw the door open, the sound of it loudly echoing into the otherwise quiet night. 

"Oh" He said coming up short as he rounded the corner to find his guitarist in the arms of a mystery woman 
Kirk took the opportunity to straighten up a bit. 

"James this is- this is um..help me out here, whats your name?" 

The woman had reluctantly retracted her hand from Kirks arm and watched James with an unreadable 
expression. 

"My name is Alexis. | need your help" 

She said turning to Kirk once again and disregarding James, the smile returning. 

James wasn't sure what to make of this whole scene. The fact that his guitarist was able to pick up chics 
even when all the way out in bumfuck in the middle of the right was something he was coming to terms with. 
"She had a crash" 

He explained to James over Alexis' head as she went back to casually stroking the sleeve of Kirk's jacket. 

"She needs a ride home" 

He informed James a little at a loss as to what to do with their new guest. 

"So? Call a taxi. Catch a bus" 

James, feeling a little put upon that it was up to him to have to deal with this new situation, glanced around 
the lot wondering if there was a bus within a mile of this place, more than a little concerned by how long the 


woman must have been outside in only that dress. 


"Please. | don't live far. | can pay you" 

That got his attention. They needed cash. He glanced at Kirk as if silently communicating something and then 
looked at Alexis. 

"Well, | guess you can hitch a ride in our van. We were done for the day anyway." 

He said with studied nonchalance and lead the way back into the warmth of the recording studio. 

Kirk trailed in after him with Alexis on his arm, pausing once in the hall to take off his jacket and offer it to 


her. 


"Guys, lets go. We have to make a ‘detour" 

James said the last word with heavy emphasis as he entered the room ahead of Kirk and his friend. 

"What are you talking about we're in the middle of-" 

Lars’ protests died off as Alexis slunk in through the door close to Kirk 

"Guys, this is Alexis and she's stranded so we're going to give her a lift home" 

His tone was gently pleading the others to not be assholes about it. Cliff took the appearance of the stranger 
all in his stride, giving her the once over. Lars however wasn't as assured. 

"Where did she come from? We're miles from anywhere. Did you just stumble across her under the yellow 
snow?" 

Kirk let the drummer's tirade wash over him with seasoned practice. 

"Ah, no, she had a crash. She needs a ride home" 

He repeated. 

James met Lars’ eyes and shrugged, hands in pockets. 

"She said she'd pay us to drop her home" 

James finally offered. 

Silence passed and eventually Lars seemed to reach a decision 

“Alright then. Looks like we're taking a ‘detour" 

He accepted with ill grace. 


Alexis rested her head on Kirk's shoulder in the back of the van. The two of them occupying the bench seat 
that was precariously screwed to the floor by two wing nuts. 

Lars twisted in his seat in front of them to ask Alexis questions. 

"Where abouts you say you live?" 

He asked, leg jiggling. 

"Just up the road, over the hill. The house on the left" 

She responded, far more talkative now they were on the way to her home. Cliff glanced out the window in the 
passenger seat. There hadn't been a house or any other building for the last few minutes. It had only been a 
golf course and a small airport hanger. It didn't seem likely that they were going to run into any houses any 
time soon. 

Judas Priest filled the silence as they drove the deserted roads. 

"Look, how much lon-" 

James had begun to ask as one of the back tires blew. The van lurched violently to the left and James gripped 
the wheel fighting to correct the direction as it spun. The van travelled 200 meters before lurching off the 
sealed road and bouncing down the uneven gravel eventually coming to a stop just at the trunk of a tall tree, 


bumper lightly nudging it. 


James let off a string of expletives as he slapped his palms against the steering wheel. Adrenaline coursing 
through his veins. 

"Fuck, man. That was wild" Cliff said from the front seat, tapping out a slightly crumpled cigarette he'd rescued 
from foot well. 

“That was our last tire!" 

Complained Lars, raking his hands through his hair. 

"What?!" 

James demanded turning in the driver's seat to fix his drummer in an accusatory glare. 

"That was it! we don't have a spare!" 

He explained, throwing himself back into the seat, making dust rise. 

This was met by another string of expletives from James. 

"My house is up there. You can use the phone" 

Alexis offered, leaning forward she pointed to the top of the hill where a two story run down looking house 
sat. 

Not faced with many other alternatives they clambered out of the van and abandoned it where it sat under 
the tree. 

Alexis lead the way, her smile growing as they strode up the hill 

"I can't believe you forgot to pack a spare" 

James muttered, long legs closing the distance up the hill with ease. 

"| didn't forget!" 

Lars shot back. 

"We just didn't have the budget ok!" 

He hurried to keep up with James. 

"Yeah, well how much do you think it's going to cost us now that we're going to have to pay someone to come 
out?" 

He retaliated. Lars opened his mouth to continue their argument but then promptly closed it as they all stood 
before the house. 

"We're here" 

Alexis announced, linking her arm through Kirk's and urging him forward up the steps of the porch. 

"Please- come inside, make yourselves at home. My sisters will be please you've come” 


She directed them. 


Sleepover at the house on the hill 


A deeper chill entered the night air and an owl hooted off somewhere in the distance. As Cliff lingered on the 
porch he glanced up at the large row of windows on the second floor and saw three lovely women staring down 
at him. 

"Please, come in" 

Alexis bade them, taking a hold of Kirk's arm she lead him down the lengthy corridor past gilded framed 
portraits and glass cases containing antique swords and hair dyers. 

"Hey, what is all this stuff?" 

Lars asked their host as he and James lent over one of the cabinets inspecting one of the bizarre hair dyers. 
It had several nozzles and dials and glowed weirdly under the dim light. But Alexis had already moved out of 


the corridor leaving James and Lars alone. James met Lars' eyes and shrugged. 


"Sister. We were worried about you" 

Called a voice from the second floor. 

Just as the band moved into the living room three women descended the stairs, each radiant but different 
from the other. One tall red head whose hair seemed to float down around her shoulders by some invisible 
breeze, A petite blonde with large sparkling eyes, flat stomach on display under crop top and a brunette with 
full lips and long legs. 

The men gaped as the sisters flowed into the room. 

"These are my sisters, Marlow,-" Alexis pointed to the redhead who inclined her head in greeting. 

"Heather-" The blonde wiggled her fingers at Lars. "and Janis" The brunette smouldered at James. 

"Sisters, these kind men helped me home..after the crash" 

She explained which was met by a chorus of polite noises from the sisters who moved closer to their guests 
practically driving the men back onto the Rococo couch behind them. 

"Was nothing" James mumbled almost going cross eyed to keep his focus on Janis who slid in next to him on 
the couch. 

"We're very grateful’ She told him, her lips forming a full pout. 

"Don't mention it" James dismissed after clearing his throat and sitting up a little straighter forcing Janis off 
him. The woman seemed momentarily confused by him withdrawing but recovered quickly, instead placing her 
hand on his thigh. The gesture casual but unmistakably ‘claiming’. 

"They blew a tire" 

Alexis explained further as she settled herself into Kirk's lap, the two of them sharing the large wing backed 
chair opposite the couch. The sisters made noises of sympathy. The blonde, Heather, helped Lars out of his 
jacket taking her careful time to extract him from it. 

"Yeah, so Um, if we could borrow your phone we can call someone to come out and help us" 

Lars explained to Heather who seemed oddly fixated with his belt buckle. 

"Are you in such a hurry?" 

She blinked up at him and gently bit into her lower lip. Marlow had momentarily extracted herself from the 
group but returned carrying a silver tray with cans of Coors Light. Light condensation dripped down the frosty 
cans. 


She bent forward and offered them one each, smiling widely when Cliff reached for the one closest to her. 


"Ah, well | guess we could stay." 

Lars relented with the drink in his hand he glanced to his band mates for confirmation but they were all 
presently distracted. 

Heather giggled delighted by Lars' choice and rewarded him by a kiss on the cheek. 


James did his best to pretend Janis wasn't raking her long fingers through his hair as he worked on his beer 
but each sip seemed to relax him more and more. She was blessedly silent though, she didn't seem interested 


in nattering on and on about herself or worse, interested in asking him about his life. He lent into her touch. 


"Oh, so you're a model?" 

Cliff asked Marlow as she hooked her leg over the tops of his on the couch. She blinked at him not 
comprehending the question. He reached forward and produced the magazine that was half concealed under the 
beer cans on the coffee table. She was on the cover of Teen Vogue. Her eyes widened and color drained from 
her face. Quickly she snatched the offending magazine from him and tossed it over her shoulder. Cliff watched 
the whole spectacle with raised eyebrow. She laughed nervously "I am embarrassed by it. Lets not talk" 
without any further invitation she launched herself at Cliff, long arms wrapping around his neck as she sealed 


his lips with hers. Cliff had no other option but to return her gesture, with interest. 


"You are in no state to drive" 

Alexis was murmuring into Kirk's neck that she was peppering with kisses, her hands exploring him intimately. 
"mmm" was his response. "Why don't you all stay the night?" Was her suggestion which was again answered by 
a distracted "mmm" from Kirk. She held back from him for a moment and searched his eyes. "Do you mean 
it?" She asked. "Hm? yeah. Good suggestion" He obediently responded trying to pull her back in so they could 
pick up where they left off. "Sisters, they have agreed to stay the night!" She announced to the women whilst 
straddling Kirk. They cheered gleefully. 


"Let me show you to your room" Heather purred into Lars’ ear, gently nipping at his earlobe. He made a noise 
that sounded affirmative in his throat and she pulled him by his hand out of his seat. Without a goodnight to 
the rest she excitedly half pulled him up the stairs to the second floor. 

Trapping him against the third door in the corridor she pressed her body against his and did what he could 
only later describe as ‘sucked serious face’. 

"This is your room" She murmured, reaching behind him to turn the handle and swing the door open to a huge 
master bedroom. Giant four poster bed occupied most of the space, intricately carved and filled with too many 
cushions. Heather watched Lars keenly as he took in the room. "Do you like it?" She asked tentatively, her 
fingers against her lips as though she was afraid he'd regret the room. "Ah, yeah. It's great." He said, standing 
with his hands on his hips besides the monstrosity that was the bed. "Excellent" She turned to close the door, 
misconstruing what she was doing Lars called out. "Hey- wait, don't go yet, um-" 

"Heather" she reminded him, slowly closing the door and turning to face him. 

"Right, Heather. | just want you to know. I'm really grateful that you're letting us stay with you tonight 

She slunk towards him, body moving with the grace of a dancer, her hand reached to the bedside lamp and 
flicked it off plunging the room into darkness. 

‘Like really grateful" 

He reinstated as she eased him back into the pile of pillows occupying the bed. 


"Come" 

Alexis demanded of Kirk as she slid off his lap and stood extending her hand to him. He took it and allowed her 

to pull him to his feet momentarily surprised by her strength. She grinned at him knowingly and he swallowed. 

"Night" He said to the room before allowing the raven haired beauty to guide him wordlessly up the stairs into 


the second room. 


Cliff didn't hear Kirk leave with Alexis, his hand was underneath Marlow's blouse and making fast work of her 
bra. The noises they were making was hard to ignore as James threw back the last of the beer he was really 
beginning to feel it. Like he'd drunk a whole case not just one beer. Maybe he was more buzzed before than he 
realised. Janis lent into him and whispered into his ear that she wanted to go somewhere quieter. Suddenly 
thats exactly what he wanted to. He nodded, she rose from the couch and waited until he followed before 
leading them up to the fourth room at the end of the hall. 


Heather stripped all her clothing within a matter of minutes. A littler faster than Lars would have liked but he 
admired her enthusiasm. Her bra was gone in seconds whilst he still struggled to pull his socks off. She 
murmured something in another language and crawled over to him on all fours across the mattress. She 
caught his hands which were now tugging down his jeans and pulled them up above his head. She let her hands 
trail down over his naked torso, nails lightly dragging over his nipples to come to a rest at the elastic 
waistband of his underwear. He craned his neck to watch as her mouth hovered dangerously close to where he 
wanted it to be. Her warm breath breaking against the tip of his cock. And then darkness clouded his vision. He 


was out cold. 


Kirk twisted in the bed trying to catch sight of Alexis as she danced around the room, every so often an item 
of clothing she had been wearing would be tossed out from behind the curtain or from the shadows. He sat 
waiting, erection straining in his briefs as she taunted. 

"What are you doing?" He laughed, enjoying the game nonetheless. He jumped when her warm arm wrapped 
around his shoulders coming from the left when he had last seen her disappear behind the closet on the right. 
She pushed him back into the bed with gentle force and lowered herself down onto him. 

"What?" 

He laughed, his hands raking up her thighs. 

"What did you just say?" 

He asked, shaking his head almost as if to try and clear his thoughts. He could have sworn she'd said 
something but he didn't understand the words. 

"Nothing, my love" 

She replied and lent in kissing him full on the mouth so he couldn't ask anything else. 


James sat straight on the edge of the bed, his feet firmly planted on the floor, fingers laced together between 
his thighs. Janis ran a shower in the en suite, the door slightly ajar and steam rising. He could hear the spray 
of the water hitting her skin, the sound of her voice echoing off the titled walls as she sung. He rubbed his 
face roughly with his hand. What was he doing just sitting out here by himself? He rose in and one swift 
motion discarded his shirt. Approaching the bathroom he nudged the door open with one hand as he unfastened 


his belt and stepped out of his jeans. Janis smiled, and pushed open the shower curtain, welcoming. 


Cliff watched as Marlow straddled him on the couch, his hands reaching up to cup her breasts. She smiled 
down at him and took one of his hands bringing it up to her lips she sucked his thumb. He groaned immensely 
turned on, hips bucking slightly in response. She giggled and extracted herself from his lap despite him trying 
to keep her still she danced out of reach. She said a phrase he didn't understand. 

"Huh?" He sat up on his elbows trying to make sense of what she'd said when suddenly his head felt too heavy 


for his neck and he flopped back into the couch, unconscious. 


Last men on planet earth 


James lay on the beach. 

He could hear the gulls circling above him in the clear blue sky. The familiar smell of the Californian coast 
carried on the breeze gently disturbing his hair. He kept his eyes closed against the warm sun enjoying the 
peaceful sound of the waves breaking against the sand. Slowly he became aware that someone's beach towel 
was dripping on his foot. Drip. Drip. Drip. The repetitive dripping disrupting his serenity. He reached down to 
brush the towel aside when his hand connected with the cold hard tap. Confused he opened his eyes. 

He woke from the dream not on a beach but alone in a bathtub. The leaking tap having steadily dripped on his 
foot all night. 

He lay perfectly still for several minutes trying to make sense of his reality. He shivered as he felt a draft 
creep in through the open door. How did he end up alone in the bathtub? Gradually details of the night before 
came swimming to the surface of his subconscious. There'd been a girl. 

When wasn't there a girl involved? He mused to himself drily. What was her name? 

"Ah- Hello? J-" 

Was it Jill? Jane? No- Janis. 

"Janis?" He called and turned his head and instantly regretted that. His whole vision spun and he had to screw 
his eyes shut and will the vertigo to pass. He lay perfectly still for another few moments feeling cold and 
miserable. What the hell had happened? He'd never been so wrecked after a night of light drinking before. He 
tried to piece together the exact events of the night before but it was like trying to start a car with a flat 
battery- nothing was happening. 

Groaning again he took in a deep breath and then sat up slowly, keeping a firm grip on the rim of the cold 
bathtub. Sitting up he fought back the urge to vomit. Gritting his teeth he couldn't remember a time when he 
had felt more sorry for himself. 

"Janis?" He called again, louder and with less patience. The house seemed eeriely quiet, the air felt heavy as 
though it hadn't been disturbed in years. Grumbling to himself, James glanced around the bathroom looking for 
something to cover himself with, a robe, towel, bathmat, anything. Finding nothing available he took a firm hold 
of the shower curtain and half hefted himself out of the bathtub. The rusty railing gave way under his weight 
and the curtains fell down over him as he stumbled onto the titled floor with all the grace of a labouring 
hippo. 


Gathering up the curtain and wrapping it around him toga style he felt more prepared to leave the bathroom. 
Cautiously he entered the bedroom, he wasn't sure why he was stepping lightly but it turned out he had 
nothing to be apprehensive about, the bedroom was just as empty as the bathroom. Strong sunlight filtered in 
through the gaps in the curtains. He winced looking at it and averted his gaze instead to the safety of the 
floor looking for his clothes. Nothing. He had remembered tossing them off at the bathroom door last night 
but someone must have moved them. 

He didn't have long to puzzle over his missing clothes when a loud bang from somewhere in the house startled 
him. 


Kirk could almost cry. His brain felt two sizes too big to fit within his own skull and when he accidentally 


knocked the mug off the table the sound shot through him making his head throb more. 


Sinking his hands into his curls he gripped his head willing it to calm down. He heard movement and very 
carefully turned his face to see what it was. 

"Alexis?" 

He called hopefully. 

"No" 

Responded James trudging wearily into the kitchen and taking a seat opposite Kirk at the table. The two sat in 
silence for a long moment. 

"You're naked" 

James remarked on Kirk's nude state. 

"| can't find my clothes" 

He replied like that was the least of his problems at that present moment. 

James threw out a long sigh through his nostrils and gestured to his makeshift toga. 

"Me either" 

Kirk rubbed his eyes with his fists and dry swallowed. 

"What the fuck happened last night?" 

James prompted hoping his guitarist might have some answers. 

"I've got no idea One minute Alexis and | were- | think- and then | woke up alone in the bed. | was so thirsty. | 
came down for a drink" 

He gestured towards the general direction of the sink 

"Have you seen anyone else?” 

James wanted to know, asking these questions made him feel slightly more capable even if the only thing that 
was protecting his vulnerable state at the moment as the thin sheet of shower curtain 

Kirk shook his head and then moaned in agony. 

A loud startled snort came from beyond the couch and the two men turned to watch and Cliff sat up, hair 
sticking at odd angles. 

"Fuck" 

Was his greeting which accurately summarised what all three were presently feeling. 

His head disappeared for a moment behind the couch before the full man reappeared again gripping two 
cushions, one in front and one behind himself as he gingerly approached the kitchen table. 

"| feel like someone put me inside a cement mixer" 

he remarked as he took a seat, trying to focus his eyes on Kirk. 

"Anyone seen Lars?" 

James asked feeling tension prickle along the back of his neck. 

Both men responded negatively. 

James sighed this meant he'd have to get up and go look for the Danish idiot. 

"Lars?!" 

He shouted from where he sat half hoping thats all the action that would be required. Cliff and Kirk winced. 
Silence stretched and there was no answering call. 

"Fuck" James roughly wiped his mouth with his hand and then forced himself onto his feet, swaying slightly 
before confident enough to proceed. 

"Lars!" 

He bellowed feeling the vein in his temple throb. Climbing the stairs again seemed to take considerable amount 


of effort but once he was finally on the second story landing he began pushing all the doors open. He figured if 


anyone cared at all about their privacy then they would have responded to his shouts by now. 


All the rooms were empty. Dust gathered on the tops of dressers and draws like they'd just been sitting here 
unused for who knows how long. 

"What a wreck" 

He remarked to himself nudging over a decrepit chair that fell apart at his touch. Had this place been in such 
bad disrepair last night and he'd been too drunk to notice? 

He stood in the third bedroom trying to make sense of it all when movement out of the corner of his eye 
drew his attention. Holding his breath he turned to confront whoever or whatever it was but it turned out to 
only be his reflection in the mirror of the vanity table. He let his breath go silently chiding himself for being 
such a wuss and inspected his reflection. He looked hung over but there wasn't any visible scars on his body 
that represented how terrible he felt on the inside. 

He was being watched. He tensed and then his eyes focused on a face in the mirror. A shout bubbled up in his 
throat but before it made it out Lars jumped out from the closet. 

"Boo! You looked like you just shat your sheets!" 

He laughed and James’ hands formed claws that he wanted to reach out and wrap them around Lars' neck. 
"What the fuckl? Couldn't you hear me calling you!" 

He shouted channelling his fear into anger. 

"| just woke up in the closet" 

He explained, unaffected by James’ rage. 

"Have you seen my clothes?" Lars asked glancing around their feet hopefully. James curled his right hand into 
a fist and was about to give Lars a piece of his mind when his own mind throbbed angrily and he decided 
against any immediate course of action, he was hurting too bad. 

Pressing the heel of his palm against his temple he tried to calm himself. 

"Lars. What the fuck is going on. Aren't you feeling fucked up?" 

He demanded. 

"No? | feel fine. I'll feel better once | get clothes on" 

He remarked still vainly searching for his missing clothes, turning over the sheets on the bed and looking under 
it. 

"None of us can find our clothes and the girls are missing and the rest of us feel like shit" 

James announced, bringing the drummer up to speed. 

"Oh? that is weird" 

He acknowledged finally giving up on his search for clothes he instead followed James’ lead and pulled the sheet 
off the bed and wrapped it around himself. 

"What are we going to do then" 

He said once basically dressed. 

James found he was able to more comfortably look in Lars’ direction now that he was clothed. 

He pretended to be annoyed at being put upon by the question but was more at ease with the control being 
placed in his hands. 

"Find a phone | guess or the girls" 


Back down stairs Kirk and Cliff had decided to go through the cupboards and fridge to see if there was 


anything worth eating. Their search had yielded one can of Campbell's french onion soup and a box of stale 


crackers. 

"They were models" 

Cliff explained to Kirk as James and Lars joined them. 

"Great. But that doesn't explain why they up and vanished" James cut in taking a seat again. 

"Oh they've probably gone to get help for the van or bring us food or something. They'll be back" 

Lars said dismissively opening the box of crackers and sniffing them. 

"And they needed to take our clothes with them because?" 

James was not in the mood. 

"Well maybe they just wanted to make sure we wouldn't hurry off anywhere without them" 

Lars offered and popped a cracker in his mouth, chewing thoughtfully. 

"Whatever. | suggest we get the fuck out of here as fast as we can" James announced sitting back in his chair. 
"Phones dead" 

Kirk said, holding up the black wall mounted phone in the hall. 

"Just great" 

James muttered darkly feeling foolish. Thats just what he needed was someone else coming to their rescue and 
finding him naked and stranded. 

"Theres a bike outside" 

Cliff said, nodding out the kitchen window. 

"Maybe | can ride back to the studio or into town and get someone to come out with a spare tire" 

The men looked at each other. That was as good a plan as any of them were likely to come up with. 
"Here- take my sheet if you're going, you can't ride a bike and hold the cushion in place at the same time" 
Lars suggested tactfully, slipping his sheet off and handing it over to Cliff. 


James placed a hand over his eyes like he couldn't come to terms with the situation they were in 


"Don't tell anyone what happened’ 

James warned Cliff as he mounted the bike tucking up the sheet around him to make sure none of it was going 
to get caught. 

"Oh yeah, whats he supposed to say? That we all just decided to come out here on our own and get naked and 
burn our clothes?" 

Lars countered, James flushed. 

"No! I'm just saying don't say anything 

Cliff shrugged non-committally "I'll be back" and pushed off riding up the dirt drive way turning left onto the 


sealed road. 


After they watched him vanish the three of them turned back inside. 

"This is all your fault!" 

James shot. 

"Mine?" Kirk and Lars answered at the same time. 

"Yours!" James spat rounding on Kirk, who was barely covering himself out of a skirt of two tea towels tied 
together. 

"If you hadn't offered a lift to that random chic in the woods then we wouldn't be in this mess!" 

he accused. 


Kirk held up his hands in self defence. 


"| didn't know she was going to take off with our clothes!" 

He reasoned. 

"Yeah. And you agreed to it, you we're fine to drop her home because you thought we'd get paid’ 

Lars reminded him. 

"Fuck both of you!" 

James erupted and stormed out the back door kicking a dead pot plant off the porch as he went, toga flapping 


in the breeze. 


Kirk and Lars exchanged a look before Lars went off after the fuming singer. 


Get the Hell out of Dodge 


Kirk sat up straighter in his chair on the porch when he heard a car approaching. He been flipping through the 
fashion magazines- the only thing in the house that apparently wasn't years old. So far he'd recognised the 
sisters in several of them, wearing almost exactly the same clothes they had been last night. He tossed the 
magazines down and rose trying gallantly to make the tea towels lie flat. 

A Chevy truck pulled up, Cliff jumped out of the passenger seat in baggy denim overalls, clutching a plastic 
garbage bag to his chest. The owner of the studio, Owen, was close behind him. 

"Hey-ho, Kirk!" 

He boomed on the brink of laughter and after taking in the sight of Kirk's makeshift skirt he couldn't hold it 
back and doubled over, gripping his knees as his whole body shook from the laughter. 

Kirk smiled good naturedly, Owen's laughter a little infectious as Cliff smirked and handed the bag of clothes 
over. 

Hearing the noise Lars pushed his way out through the front door, James a moment behind. Owen who had 
been fighting to recover from his fit got one look at Lars and James and had to lean heavily against the truck 
for support as he entered the weazy gasping stage of the laughter. 

Kirk extracted his own pair of overalls from the bag and handed it along to James as they waited for their 
would be saviour to compose himself. 

"Phew. Boy! Those girls sure did a number on you!" 

Owen said when he finally got his breath back, wiping tears of mirth from his eyes. 

James had been feeling sour at being laughed at until he realised he was helping himself to the last pair of 
overalls, what was left in the bag was a bright yellow pair of flair pants and a white snake shirt- both of 
which looked like they had belonged to a teenaged girl. 

"Thanks for coming out to help us, Owen. We really appreciate it" 

Kirk thanked him as Lars pulled out the offending garments. 

"What- the-" 

Lars held the flair pants against him. 

"Its all | could find on short notice" 

Owen explained, having the decency to sound a litle apologetic. Lars grumbled drily under his breath but 
stepped into the pants wriggling them up over his hips under the bed sheet. 

Owen shook his head at the sight of the men assembled on the porch, three in matching overalls and one in 
putrid yellow flair pants. 

"These pants are tight" 

James complained, grabbing at the crotch, the fabric straining around his thighs and hips. 

“Alright, quit your belly-aching and help me change your tire. Where's the van parked?" 


James led the group down the hill to where the van still sat not looking worse for wear from last nights 
experience. He shot a wary glance along the road this time he was grateful there was no cars in sight. The 


tight overalls were only just a step up from the shower curtain, the drafty breeze had been growing on him. 


After 20 minutes the flat tire was rolled off into the barren wilderness and then new tire was in place, van 


ready to go. 


"Alright ladies, I'll meet you back at the studio later hopefully in better clothes" 

Owen called out his truck window as he waited to make sure the van started. James cursed under his breath 
and then turned the keys in the ignition. It started. Owen honked his horn and headed off, turning left up the 
road back towards the studio. 

"We never talk about this again" 

James informed the others as he turned left up the road, feeling more at ease as the house grew smaller and 
smaller in the rear view mirror. 

"Fine by me" 

Cliff agreed, fiddling with the radio finding the local classic rock station. 

"Can we go through a drive through somewhere? l'm dying for a burger" 

Lars commented, his appetite unaffected by the last 24 hours. 

‘lm not going anywhere dressed like this!" 

James insisted, twisting uncomfortably in the driver's seat, the seam of the overalls suffocating him. 

"So? You don't have to go in then. You park the car and I'll order" 

Lars shrugged, the wide collar of the white snake shirt slipping off his shoulder. 

James grimaced at the sight of him in the mirror and muttered something. 

"Do we have any cash?" 

Kirk wondered, feeling a creepy sense of deja-vu. The four of them driving around looking for cash only this 
time they were dressed- only slightly worse than what they'd normally wear. 

Cliff popped the glove compartment and rummaged through the junk finally producing a few notes and several 
coins. 

"What'll this get us?" 

He asked, turning to Lars and offering his findings, the currency still foreign to him. 

"Yeah, this will get us all burgers and we might even have some change for beers!" 


He said excitedly stuffing the money into his tight back pocket. 


"Hey do you think maybe they slipped us some acid or something?" 

Lars asked as they all sat around in James' room at the motel, eating. 

"| don't want to talk about it" 

James brooded, now that he was in his own black jeans and misfit tee it was as though last night never 
happened. 

"Well it would explain how we all passed out and how you guys felt weird afterwards" 
Lars explained logically like James hadn't spoken 

"| guess" 

Kirk accepted. 

"But acid has never made me black out like that" 

He said as he licked ketchup from his fingers. 

"Yeah- whatever it was it must of been some heavy sedatives or something" 

Cliff volunteered, leaning against the table, long legs crossed. 

"But we agree, yeah? that they must have roofied us or something" 

Lars insisted. 

"Who cares!?" 


James erupted, tossing what remained of his burger in the waste paper basket, having lost his appetite. 


"| don't want to talk about it" 
He said in a tone that meant the case was closed. 
Cliff raised his eyebrows to no one in particular and glanced out the window as a semi-truck rolled past: 


That night James had a weird dream. He was making love to Janis in the back of a Mustang when suddenly 
they weren't alone. A woman who looked familiar joined them, and another, and another until it felt like the back 
of the car was a sardine can of naked bodies. The windows fogged from the heat of so many people. It felt 
oppressive, he couldn't breathe. He struggled until he woke and he was struggling with the sheets that clung to 
his sweaty body. Groaning he ran his hands through his long blonde hair, repeating the gesture a few times 
until he felt his pulse begin to return to normal. 

It was just a dream. He wanted to believe that. 


Not what they seemed 


Dave Mustaine looked up from his coffee and couldn't believe it, Kirk Hammett just strolling along the sunset 
strip like he owned the place. 

"Hammett!" 

Mustaine shouted at the guitarist before he thought about what he'd say if the man turned around. But he 
didn't, he kept on walking as if he hadn't heard but there was no way he couldn't have. Several other people 
turned around in their seats. 

"Oi! Shithead!" 

Dave shouted with more venom as he pushed his chair out and took off after the retreating man, his 
distinguishable curls separating him from the crowds of weekend shoppers on the footpath. 

"Hey! I'm talking to you!" 

Dave roughly shoved Kirk in the shoulder forcing him to stop and finally acknowledge him. 

"Hello" 

He said, fixing Dave with a radiant smile. 

Dave sputtered indignant for a moment at a loss with how to proceed. He had figured after that interview he 
did with Metal Forces had been published that Kirk would have somethings to say about it. 

‘Oh don't act like you don't have a clue!" 

He accused, having none of it, not caring that their little confrontation was causing a scene on the busy street. 
‘lm sorry?" 

Kirk blinked confused, tucking a stray strand of hair behind his ear. 

"Have we met before?" 

He inquired earnestly, searching Dave's face like he was a stranger. 

"Hey! Fuck you man! | fucking paved the way for you! You- talentless fuck!" 

Out of words Dave instead resorted to violence, taking a swing that Kirk ducked out of the way of. 

Dave lunged instead catching Kirk around the waist and throwing them both off balance until they were 
grappling on the ground. 

"Stop this!" 

Kirk begged under Dave's assault, not returning the attack. 

Suddenly strong hands seized Dave under his arms and hoisted him clean off Kirk. 

"What is going on?" 

James demanded setting Dave down but not releasing him. 

"He attacked me" 

Kirk explained allowing Cliff to help him to his feet. 

"Why did you do that?" 

James asked Dave who had managed to finally yank himself free. 

"Oh you make me sick!" 

Dave cried, furious. 

"What a bunch of fucking sickos! Look at you alll" 

He shouted at the four men watching him, baffled. 

"What? Now you all just wanna stand around and pretend like you don't even fucking know me now?!" 


Dave's voice reached dangerous octaves. 


Lars glanced at the group of people forming a loose circle around them and then he leant into James and 
whispered something in his ear. He nodded and pushed his way through the crowd, the others following suit. 
"Don't you dare walk away from me, Hetfield!" 

Dave threatened, stalking up behind the singer and reached out to grab his shoulder. James turned and caught 
his hand, gripping it. 

"Do not follow us" 

He roughly shoved Dave back and moved quickly to catch up with the rest of his group turning up a side 
street and disappearing from the crowd. 

Dave rubbed his hand in disbelief and then became aware of the people staring and squared his shoulders 
pushing his way back to the cafe. 


Kirk helped himself to the last slice of pizza It had gotten cold since they'd ordered it 40 minutes ago but it 
had been a productive day in the studio and time had gotten away on him. 

Lars pushed the door open from the booth and removed his headphones, nudging open the box and finding it 
empty he eyed the slice Kirk was eating. 

Kirk noticing his gaze quickly stuffed the rest of it in his mouth and smiled at him, presenting the half chewed 
remains. 

"Good work today, guys. | think we've got everything we need here" 

Owen said, stepping out from behind the mixing table. 

James stood with his guitar still in hand despite not actively recording anything at the moment, the weight of 
it was very reassuring. Fingers working the fretboard on their own 

"Cool, because we're thinking of heading back home the day after tomorrow" 

Lars informed him. 

"Cool, well. We'll wrap this up. You guys heading to the pub tonight?" 

He asked casually. Cliff and Lars shared a look, no one immediately answering. None of them had been out 
socialising much since ‘the incident’. 

"Yeah, | think this is cause for celebration’ 

James announced to everyone's surprise. 

"Alright!" 

Lars said instantly getting on board. 

"Drinks on me" 


Owen called as he lead the way out to the car park and into the night. 


Mistaken Identity 


Cliff zipped up his gym bag and paused staring at the corner of the bed lost in thought. 

Things didn't feel right how that night had been concluded. It didn't sit right with him that those women were 
able to just appear and then vanish almost in to thin air. What had it all meant? 

Half crouching behind the bed Kirk didn't immediately see Cliff when he strolled into his room. 

"cliff?" 

He called uncertainly, checking the bathroom. 

'Hey' 

He answered, standing up making Kirk start involuntarily. 

"You ready to go?" 

Kirk asked as Cliff swung the strap of the bag up onto his shoulder. 

"You right, man?" 

The guitarist asked picking up on his mood. 

"Yeah- I've just been thinking." 

They left the room and strolled along the corridor for a few paces in silence. 

"Why us? It doesn't make any sense. Why'd they pick us and for what reason?" 

He pondered out loud, scratching his chin with his free hand. Kirk shrugged in response. 

"Its not the weirdest thing to have happened to us" 

He smirked as they descended the stairs and deposited their room keys at the desk. 

"What do you mean Elektra records have signed us?!" 

Lars demanded into the lobby's pay phone. 

Cliff raised his eyebrows at Kirk and they moved closer to the drummer to try and get more information, but 
he was too engrossed in his conversation and didn't look up to acknowledge them. 

‘lm telling you that's impossible! We're still in Copenhagen!" 

He informed whoever was on the other end of the conversation 

Cliff pursed his lips having a sinking feeling about this he slunk back to the faded apricot couch against the 
wall. 

Kirk tried to get Lars’ attention trying to communicate with him silently through looks alone to find out what 
was going on. Lars held up a hand impatiently and turned his back on him. 

"Yeah. Well it sounds like you've got your information wrong because no one from their office has contacted 
us..what? No you can't borrow money. Goodbye!" 

Lars slammed the phone back onto the receiver with more force than was entirely necessary earning him a 
salty look from the lady behind the desk. 

"Whats going on?" 

Kirk demanded as they both moved over to join Cliff by the couch. 

"Someone's sick idea of a joke is all this is" 

Lars muttered darkly, hands on hips. 

"You guys moving or what? The bus is waiting" 

James interrupted them before Lars could explain any further then read the expression on their faces. 
"What?" 


He demanded looking from each of them, terrible roadhouse coffee steaming in the foam cup he was carrying. 


"Look. | don't know all the details yet but | just got off the phone to Phil and he reckons word on the street is 
Elektra Records have just signed us to a huge deal and Q-Prime wants to manage us." 

James had trouble processing this. What he was saying sounded great but his tone said otherwise. 

"Whats the problem then?" 

He asked a little annoyed that he felt all the information was still being kept from him, he wasn't a child. 

"The problem is how could any of that be true?" 

Lars countered. 

"Have you been contacted by Elektra?" 

He wanted to know. James shook his head and glanced at Kirk and Cliff who also responded with ‘no’. 

"Well | don't know, maybe they want to sign us but just haven't been able to get in contact with us yet" 
James reasoned, taking a sip from his cup and then wincing. It was horrible. He glanced sideways at the woman 
behind the desk before pouring the contents into the plastic pot plant. 

"Yeah maybe" 

Lars relented, picking up his suitcase. 

"I just don't get why people like Phil would know about it already if we haven't signed anything" 

He complained but in James' mind the matter was already settled. 


Cliff fiddled with the silver ring on his left hand, something didn't add up. 


"Please, come on through! I'm so glad you could all make it here on such short notice. My secretary told me 
you were all still recording in Denmark. You guys must have flown in last night" 

Director of Elektra records Michael Alago was eager to make a good impression on their newest band and tried 
not to look too hard at their long hair, jeans and black band shirts. 

James sensing a lull in the conversation made a affirmative grunt in his throat, taking in the offices they 
passed to get to a small meeting room. 

"Can | introduce you guys to Cliff Burnstein? He's the co-founder here and also in charge of Q-Prime 
Management. He'll be taking great care of you guys. That is if its all agreeable with you" 

Cliff Burnstein rose from his leather chair at the table and shook each of their hands in turn. Two other 
lawyer looking types were present with stacks of folders in front of them. 

"Pleasure to finally meet you boys in the flesh" 

He smiled, taking his seat again. 

Metallica looked at each other warily until James hesitantly took a seat opposite the man and the rest of the 
band followed suit. 

"Now- what we've got here is just some legal-technical junk that we've got to sign on the dotted line and get 
out of the way because then we can really get down to making music and that's what its all about" 

Michael began visibly sweating, he wasn’t sure what expected Metallica to be like but they were a lot more 
stoic and unreadable than most of the other bands he'd ever had to work with. 

"So ah- heres the contracts you guys can read over. No pressure, you can have your lawyers look over them 
if you want or we have our own here-" 

He gestured to the end of the table where a man and woman in near identical suits sat. 

"But um obviously if you sign today then we can get the ball rolling’ 

Michael swallowed and pulled on his tie as he slid four folders containing the documents in front of the men. 
Each stared blankly at it. Michael shared a worried glance with Cliff B. 


"You ah can ask anybody. You wont get a better offer anywhere else. We give you full creative control of 


course-" 

Michael rambled. 

"Will you pay us lots of money?" 

James finally spoke, Michael seemed visibly relieved. 

"Well if you turn to page 39 of your contract you'll see the sum we've outlined for your initial payment and 
then of course we can discuss amounts for the following albums you release with us" 

He held out a pen to James who took it. 

"I think you'll be pretty pleased with that figure. It shows how serious they are about having you on their 
roster" 

Cliff B. advised. James regarded him for a moment and then started flipping through the pages as did Lars on 
his right followed by Cliff and Kirk. 

"Yes. This amount pleases us. How soon will you pay?" 

James announced after silently communicating with the others. 

"Theres no pressure to agree to anything right now" 

Cliff B assured them feeling apprehensive that they were so compliant, were they on something? The weed 
maybe- they were all so..mellow. 

"Well if you sign right now we can give you a 20% advancement each right now" 

Michael went on as if Cliff B. hadn't spoken, 

Hurriedly James signed the contract in several places before passing the pen along to his bandmates. 
Michael grinned triumphantly and slapped Cliff B. on the back. The lawyers quickly shuffled the paper work out 
of sight and back into their brief cases and rose without a word to anyone. 

"Welcome to Elektra boys!" 


Michael announced as his secretary wheeled in trolley with champagne on ice and six champagne flutes. 


My other half 


"When were you going to tell me you got back?" 

Kimberly accused, storming in just as Kirk unlocked the door to their apartment. 

"Um. Did you want me to call you at the airport?" 

Lars questioned as the rest of the band trailed in carrying their luggage, the taxi had only just dropped them 
home. Lars’ girlfriend had been waiting on the steps to confront them. 

She spun on her heels and glared at him. 

"You want me to believe you just got back now?" 

She raised a penciled eyebrow and crossed her arms. 

Phil who had been minding their apartment whilst they'd been away stumbled out of Cliffs bedroom. 

"Oh. You guys are back How was it?" 

He yawned, waking up at the crack of noon 

Kimberly shot him a withering look, tapping her neon nails on her upper arm. 

"Don't cover for them. | saw them at The Rainbow! | saw you!" 

She turned her intense focus back on Lars again as the others had been trying to quietly retreat to their 
respective bedrooms and avoid getting caught up in the lover's spat. 

Lars held his hands up in self defence, bewildered. 

"What are you even talking about. We've been in Copenhagen for the last three months" 

James shook his head behind Kimberly's back relieved that he wasn't having to deal with girlfriend drama at 
the moment. He was too jetlagged for that. 

"Oh so | just hallucinated that you were there WITH ANOTHER WOMAN!" 

She shrieked. Lars let the bag's strap slide off his shoulder and drop to the floor. 

"Kimberly. | am not in the mood for this. What are you on about? | just got off the plane and this is how you 
want to greet me?" 

He was more than a little shocked to find her waiting for him. The last time he spoke before going off to 
record the album he thought it had been pretty clear that things were over- maybe ‘see you around! hadn't 


been explicit enough. 


Kirk began unpacking his bag and did his best to ignore the argument unfolding in the living area but Kimberly's 
voice had a way of penetrating through the thin walls. An unfortunate fact he'd discovered when Lars had 
first started bringing her home to spend the night. 

"You were there with the others last night and you all fucking ignored mel Like you didn't even know who the 
fuck | was! What kind of nasty trick is that?!" 

Her voice came through the door as though she was in the room with him. Kirk pursed his lips and started 
sorting through what would need to be washed, holding a singlet to his nose to pass the sniff test. 
"Kimberly, have you lost your mind? We only just got off the fucking plane!" 

Lars retaliated. 

"What did | do?" 

Kirk was shocked to hear that Kimberly had changed tactics and was now sobbing. 


Cliff lent out on the balcony with Phil, both of them feeling a little like prisoners of war as they waited for 


things to blow over inside. Phil generously passed the blunt as they smoked in silence, noise from the street 
bellow drifting up on the breeze. Cliff shot a wary glance over his shoulder when things went silent inside. Lars 
was holding Kimberly on the couch now. She was crying but at least she wasn't screaming. He didn’t feel all 
that friendly towards her since last time she had been over she'd ‘accidentally’ put her cigarette out on his 
Black Sabbath record. He had to fight the overwhelming urge to go back inside and rescue the rest of his 
collection just in case she felt like lighting up. 


"Just tell me what | did" 

She sobbed into Lars' motorhead shirt. 

"You didn't do anything!" 

He soothed not quite sure how things had taken this turn but then again he hadn't been sure what she'd been 
on about when she first appeared either. 

He stroked her hair as she continued to cry, her sobs becoming less frequent. James stuck his head out of his 
room and met Lars' eyes over Kimberly's head. Lars half shrugged and rolled his eyes communicating as best 

he could that he had no fucking clue. 

"Look. Kim. l'm so fucking tired. | am so jet lagged. I've got to go to bed and unpack." 

He began the ‘you should go now' speech when she glanced up at him hopefully. 

"Maybe | could tuck you in then?" 


She smiled coyly. James rolled his eyes and retreated back into his room. No place like home. 


pork mu shu and a mystery 


"That's what I've been trying to tell you guys!" 

Phil erupted as Kirk passed him the egg rolls. After a more subdued Kimberly finally made her exit the guys 
decided to order in and lay low just in case there were any other people who had lost their minds out there. 
Phil finished chewing his mouthful of crispy noodles before continuing. 

"These fancy lawyer people turned up on your doorstep at like two in the afternoon expecting to find you guys 
here and when | told them you weren't back from Copenhagen yet they just looked at each other real 
cryptically like and then handed me some documents for you guys to keep or whatever" 

He relayed, waving his chopsticks in the air. 

"Where are the documents now?" 

Kirk wondered, wiping his hands on a moist towellet. Phil raised a finger signalling them to wait a minute and 
then rose from his seat and ducked into James’ room. After a few minutes of shuffling re-emerged with a fat 
stack of paper work in his hand. 

"Here" He said offering it to the group, Lars reached up and intercepted it. 

Cliff lent over as he hurriedly flipped through it. 

"These are copies..of a record contract..that we've supposedly signed" 

Lars marvelled, showing James his own signature on one of the pages. He gripped it and stared at it hard. It 
was definitely his own scrawling autograph but he had never signed anything like this before. He was fairly 
certain, 

"First thing tomorrow | am going straight down to that office and l'm demanding an explanation!" 

Lars stated, angrily spearing a piece of pork with his chop stick. 

"How did they even get our signatures?" 

James wondered, more disturbed by that fact than anything else. 

| have a theory" 

Kirk volunteered. 

"Well, Cliff and | have a theory. We were talking about it on the flight over." 

He paused for a moment before proceeding. 

"What if the girls we hooked up with were secret agents or something-" 

James groaned loudly and threw his head back staring angrily at the ceiling. 

"So it wasn't all work and no pleasure in Copenhagen, huh?" 

Phil taunted, leaning forward ready for the juicy details. 

Kirk briefly explained the encounter to Phil before getting back to his original point: 

"What if these women had been like studying us for a while and then they needed to get to know us so they 
could steal our identities for a top secret mission?" 

He proposed, sitting back and letting that idea hang for a moment before Lars completely dismissed it. 
"What you're saying is these super government agents thought we were a risk to nationality security or 
something so they sent in these hot women to like- steal our clothes so they could then dress as us? And 
now these women are pretending to be us and they got us a record deal?" 

Lars asked with heavy scepticism. 

"Just a theory" 

Kirk smirked. 


"Well its stupid and none of this makes any sense” 

James reminded them. Cliff grimaced and ate the last egg roll. They were back to the metaphorical drawing 
board. 

"Tomorrow we'll go down to Elektra and confront this Michael guy. He's got to have some answers" 


Lars reasoned. That was one line of logic James was comfortable with. 


The Meeting 


"Hi we're Metallica We have a meeting with Michael Alago' 

Lars expertly lied, leaning against the front desk as the woman with the sever bun buzzed them through. 
"Just let me do the talking" 

Lars informed the others as they filed into the elevator. James jabbed the button that would take them up to 
Michael's floor. 

"No problem" 

He muttered watching the illuminated numbers above the door. 

He hoped it had all been some weird misunderstanding but one that would result in them still having a record 


deal with all those zeros included. 


The doors opened on to a floor that looked nearly identical to the one they'd just come from, the horrible 
beige wallpaper right down to the potted fern by the reception desk. 

"Guys! How unexpected to see you all again so soon- | trust there's no issue with the paperwork | sent you?" 
Michael asked with a look of concern, ushering them through to his office at the end of a glass corridor. 
"Well thats just what we wanted to talk to you about" 

Lars started as he and James seated themselves in the only available chairs behind Michael's desk 

Kirk drifted over to the large book case occupying the back half of the room and inspected the spines of the 
books. Cliff lingered by the window, staring at the street bellow the l4th story office. 

"We've never met you before" 

Lars continued as the manager sat himself down in his leather seat. 

Michael shot a fugitive glance at James and then back at Lars before laughing. 

"You guys!" 

He waved a finger at Lars like he had almost convinced him of some very clever joke. 

"But really though, What can | do for you today?" 

Cliff mumbled to Kirk that he was going to step outside for a cigarette and quietly excused himself from the 
proceedings, he had no interest in legal talk. 

"We want to know how you got these signatures" 


He heard Lars say before the closing elevator doors cut him off. 


Back out on the street corner Cliff fished out his pack of cigarettes from his denim jacket and tapped one out. 
Pursing the end between his lips he cupped the end bringing the flame of the lighter up and protecting it from 
the wind. Exhaling he was lost in thought for a moment until he realised someone was approaching him. He gave 
the customary ‘nod of acknowledgement before he really registered who it was. His mouth hung open and his 
cigarette dangled precariously on his lip. 

Cliff stopped before Cliff each of them wearing identical expressions of shock. The second Cliff in black cut off 
Samhain shirt recovered a second sooner than the Original Cliff in Denim Jacket. He shot a wary glance over 
his shoulder just as James, Lars and Kirk appeared a second behind him. 

Cliff gaped. James was wearing a red smirnoff shirt, Lars was in a plain black tee and kirk wore a GHB shirt. 
The clothes they had been wearing that night in Copenhagen 

The men hung around uncertainly, tension mounting. Hesitantly Cliff reached out to touch Cliff as if to confirm 


he wasn't just a figment of his imagination The imposter Cliff seemed to allow it, looking at James as if waiting 


an order. 


“Alright! we're leaving!" 

Lars shouted, annoyed at having been escorted from the building as the security guard held the door open for 
them. 

| can't believe that Michael guy! He's insane if he thinks we wouldn't remember signing-" 

His sentence cut off as he took in the sight before him. Himself staring back at him with an expression of 
smug sanctification. 

The Real James in black Venom shirt pushed forward through the group to stand by Cliffs side. Only 
hesitating a moment before siding with Cliff in denim over the imposter. 

"What the fuck is this?" 

He asked angrily, hands forming fists at his side, not quite able to look directly into his impersonators face. 

"| guess this solves one problem for us" 

Said the Kirk wearing the GHB shirt whilst the real one watched on in an Over Kill one. 

He pulled out one of those hair dyer contraptions and pointed it at the Real Lars as if it were a lethal weapon, 
"Alexis?" 

The real Kirk asked, stepping forward into the firing line. 

Kirk tutted at him annoyed, waving the dyer in his direction. 

"That is not my name, stupid man" 

James was getting increasingly fed up with this weird scenario and shoved forward until the imposter kirk's 
hair dyer was pointed against his chest and he was glaring the man down. 

A line from one of his favourite Western's came to mind just then something about the town not being big 
enough for the both of them. The other imposters had also drawn their hair dyers now and were brandishing 
them at the three other males standing guardedly behind James. It was a familiar stance they've had to adopt 
on occasion during bar fights. The real James began sizing up their odds, he wasn't sure how he'd go in a fight 
against himself. He was used to having to fight with himself internally but externally? This was a mind fuck 
and half. 

A car passed by on the narrow street and momentarily distracted them and then James’ lunged for himself 
catching him with a left hook The imposter's dyer fired, a bright beam ricocheted off the street lamp and 
rained sparks down on the group. Lars circled Lars each reluctant to have to take the first swing. Kirk grappled 
with his fake wrestling the hair dyer out of his grip, the weapon sliding across the pavement, Cliff stepped on 
it and picked it up. Having already knocked his impersonator unconscious he swung the gun onto the Lars' 
fighting. One was doing his best to choke the other, they were too close and he was trying to remember if he 
has seen Lars leave the house wearing a plain black shirt or if he was wearing a motorhead one, from behind 
it was impossible to tell who was wearing what. As he hesitated Kirk crept up behind him and was bringing his 
fist back to land a hit when the real Kirk leapt at him knocking him off course. Cliff spun around to the scene 
before him. Kirk in the GBH shirt had a hold of the other Kirk's hair and was intent on bringing his face into 
the pavement. Cliff fired. 

Kirk caught the blast in his chest, the impact throwing him off his victim. He staggered then sagged down onto 
his knees, hand hovered up to his wound, seeping purple ooze. Cliff helped the Real Kirk to his feet as they 
watched his death, transfixed. The imposter's eyes rolled back to exposed whites, mouth falling slack and then 
finally he crumpled lifeless to the ground. The others stopped their own assault to witness his final death 


throes. 

James shrieked an inhuman cry and Lars and Cliff rushed to him, restraining him as he cried black tears, 
struggling against their grasp. Sirens could be heard in the distance. 

Cliff whispered something furiously in James’ ear, stroking his hair. James shot a murderous glare at the real 
Cliff still holding the slightly smoking hair dryer and then finally took off with the other two men running 
across the street and turning up a side road. 

Leaving the real Metallica to stand out front of Elektra Records to try and come to terms with what they'd 


just done. 


